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ELEGY rTuz FIRST. 


| 1 
JHA tho' the muſic of Apollo's lyre 
With hallow'd extacies nel er fill d my foul ? 
What tho the Muſe ne'er breath'd Aonian fire, 
Nor led me where Caſtalia's waters roll ? 
II. 
Vet not in vain ſhall I attempt to ſing: 
Cupid e er now has oft inſpir d the lay, 
With ſweet poetic rapture wak d the ſtring, 
And bid the verſe be ſorrow ful or gay. 
III. 
But gay alas! no more He bids it flow; 


No more is golden Hope the ſprightly theme; 
Nor e' en Suſpence with this hand painting woe, 
Wu that falſe col ring joy s deluſive dream. 


A 2 5 IV. Deſpair 
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TW 
Expreſſive of a Lover's tender grief, 
Expreſſive of the pains that baniſh lleep, 


The heart-felt pains admitting no relief. 


V. 5 
Have I for nought each tale ſincere addreſs d, | 
(The vain deſcriptions of unpity d love) 
Have I for nought by ev'ry look confeſs d - 
A kind return was all I ſought to move. 
| VI. | 
Was it for this, that Roſa's form alone 
Could ſtamp its image on my yielding heart ? 
For this, that other beauty never ſhone, 


To give my conſtant ſoul one moment's ſmart ? 


VII. 
Bright Hope! long tenant of my faithful breaſt ; 


Indulgent muſter of Love's ſoft balm ! 


Will't thou abandon me, thou pleaſing gueſt ? 
Will't thou no longer bid my foul be calm ? 
| VIII. Welt 


* 


n... 
Well {kill'd to picture ev ry ſcene of joy,, 
Ofc have thy ſmiles beguil d me to believe 


They d all exiſt; and conſtantly employ 


The burthen d hours each bleſſing to receive. 
= 
But now deform'd, and blotted by deſpair 
Thy flatt' ring pictures can. ſeduce; no more, 
New ſcenes ſucceed of diſcontent and care, 
With ſad reality unknown before. 
. * 
What if perchance, as o'er the fields I ſtray, 
I meet my fair one in ſome luckleſs hour, 
Can I aſſume indiff rence, and be gay, 
As if her charms had loſt their wented pow'r ? 
| £ XI. 
Will not my eyes with fond attention gaze? 
Will not my ſoul ſpeak thro them all its love? 
Will then my reaſon burſt th' entangling maze ? 


When vainly oft its ſtrongeſt pow'rs have ftrove ? 
XII. Alas! 
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Alas] it can't Then where's my remedy ? 
For ſhe'll not ſmile, nor liſten to my vows: 
With kinder eyes ſome rival ſhe can ſee; 
For him perhaps with mutual love the glows. 
XIII. 9 
Should Fate thus will it, too ſevere decree! 
Should J again behold-th' inchanting maid, 
Protect me, ſweet Inſenſihility 
Twill then be thine alone to give me aid. 


XIV. ' 


»Tis thine to freeze the paſſions of the foul 


Thou know'ſt t extinguiſh hope's deceitful fire, 


To lull ſuſpence, deſpair's black rage controul, 
And blunt the edge of amorous deſire. 


To 


ro RO = 
ELEGY TAT SECOND. 


1. 
War: did thy parents never feel that fire, 
Which burns two mutually-loving hearts ? 
Did their cold boſoms breathe no fond deſire > 
Did infreſt only mimic Cupid's arts? 
II. 
No- They were bleſs d by Heav'n's moſt partial grace; 


Joy's warmeſt raptures they were join'd to prove : 
Offspring like you, ne'er crown'd the weak embrace 
Of cold indifference, or languid love. 

| G III. 
But age at length has froze the genial heat: 
For age can make een love ſelf decay, 
Till not one tumult in the boſom: beat; 
Till all to ſober friendſhip dies- away. Din 
f IV. The 


(8) 
The nod, the whiſper, or the mutual ſigh, 
Enchanting once ] Have loft their ſecret charm ; 
TH' expreſſtve languifh of che meeting eye 
Darts thro' their ſouls no more its ſweet Ry 
V. 
But will not Mem' ry plead our hapleſs cauſe ? * + 
O Mem'ry ! tell them what they once enjoy d; 
Tell them how hard had ſeem'd a parent's las 


| To bar their union ; tell them, they'd have dy d. 


VI. 

O! ſure 'tis thine to bid their hearts relent ,. 
And force the ſoft parental tear to flow, Nx; 
That e er my Roſa thro' their Harſh intent 
Should feel thoſe pangs, themſelves muſt dread to know. 

VII. 
O! that the murd'rer, Time, had ſpar' d that joy 
Which ſported on Arcadia's happy plain; 
Its paſtoral labours ſhould our days employ, 


You act the ſhepherdeſs, and I the ſwain. | 
; VIII. How 


"14" WB 1» 
VIIL. 
How I'd 1 0 to lighten“ ev ry work; 


Whether you drove along the ſunny. mead 

Your bleating herd; or with the buſy fork- 

Toſs d the tann d haycock for the generous ſteed. 
; IX. 2 | 


But when the noon-tide ſun's intenſer ray 


Began to burn thy tender, blooming face, 

To ſome cool hoſpitable ſhade we ſtray ; 

Nor think a palace were an happier place. 
"ah 

There ſhould thy ſonnet's ſyren- melody 


Rouſe mimic Echo's emulative voice; 
My vocal reed ſome ſimple air ſhould try, 
Such as ſhould boaſt the ſanction of thy choice. 
XI. 
Next converſe ſweet theſe em ptier ſounds controuls, 
(For converſe is the muſic of the mind) | 
Cupid ſhould blend and harmonize our ſouls, 
And all our thoughts in tuneful concord bind. 

B | XII. Thrice 


Gro) 
XII. | 
Thrice bleſt thoſe days] ev'n princes not aſham'd _. 
To cultivate theſe arts of rural peace, 
With love of meek ſimplicity inflam'd, 
Could guard their flocks, and ſhear the 1 fleece. 
XIII. 
Thrice bleſt thoſe days! when ſwains neꝰ er ſigh d in vain; 
* When love was liberty, and nature law.“ 
No parent ſtrove their paſſion to reſtrain, 
No int'reſt then his gen'rous ſoul could draw. 
| XIV. 
But where's Arcadia now ?--- Perhaps 'tis made 


The happy ſeat, where ſhades immortal go: 

What greater bliſs can we aſſign the dead 

Than with love's raptures undiſturb'd to glow ? 
XV. 

There gentle Hammond's love-ſick ſhade finds reſt, 

No more of cruelty the youth complains : 

And there Tibullus | may thy ſoul be bleſt, 

For oft ſucceſsleſs paſſion boil'd thy veins. 


XVI. Oh! 


TW 3 

Oh !-that ſome wizard-ſage with hallow'd eye 
Could trace the volumes of unerring fate ; 
And tell us, Roſa | whether Hymen's tye 
Shall e' er unite us in his bliſsful ſtate l 

| XVII. 
Vain wiſh What ſage e er boaſted ſight fo clear 
To pierce the ſecrets of their dark decrees ? 
But hope, fond hope 1 excells all fages here ; 
She thinks ſhe reads them, and ſhe ſays, they pleaſe.” 


To 


TO A FRIE ND. 
ELEGY ras THIRD. 
"_ 


\HRICE happy ! you my Friend, who boaſt an heart 
From Cupid's pleaſures, and his tortures free, 
His pleaſures did I lay? Oh! endleſs ſmart 
Can ne'er allow th' indulgent word from me. | | 4 
II. 

Your life, my Friend! ſerenely glides along, 
Unruffled by the boiſt'rous ſtorms of care: 
Tis yours to liſten to the fyren-ſong 


Of peace ſweet-chanting to thy favour'd ear. 

= 
The grace, Contentment, ſmooths thy temper'd brow, 
And bids you laugh the chearful hours away : 
Yes---each expreſſive feature ſeems to ſhew, 


The man who loves not, is for ever gay. 


IV. Ah! 


C 9 ) 
IE: 
Ah! how unlike that countenance to mine, 


The briny channel of the flowing tear, | 
Condemn'd no more with ſparkling {mules to e | 


Condemn'd fix d Melancholy's gloom to wear. 
| v. 
What tho the cherub Hope this moment brings 
Before my fancy all his flatt in g toys? 
The next Sufpence, and with his ſcorpion ſtings 
Deſpair intrudes, and kills the new-born joys. 
(8 ER * 
Then thou, O ealouſy | ſevereſt foe! 
That e er oppreſs d a frantic lover's mind, | 


Lend'ſt me a thouſand eyes and ears to know 
That Roſa's cruel, when alone ſhe's kind. 

| VII. | 
Yes, oft I've ſeen her through Suſpicion's glaſs 
Softly reclin'd upon a rival's breaſt : 
Oft ſeem'd to hear her ſighs unguarded paſs, 
And ſpeak the mean uſurper only bleſt. 


VIII. Now 


_ 

e 

Now rage with blindneſs clouds fair Reaſon's eye 

Now ruſh his fiery tumults on my ſoul : 

« A ſword, a ſword, this inſtant he ſhall die, 

% What partial hand my vengeance dares controul ?”: 
1 

Such, ſuch, my Friend, the paſſions which I feel 

Such is each hapleſs lover doom'd to know; 

'T were better then to boaſt an heart of ſteel, 

And live inſenſible to joy or woe.. 

Rs: Ou 
O that ſome God (for Gods have felt the ſmart, 
And bow'd ſubmiſſion to thy tort ring wound). 
Had in revenge, O Cupid! broke each dart, 
And daſh'd thine empty quiver to the ground. 

| XI. 
To thee fad days and ſleepleſs nights I owe; 


But if by chance my wearied eyelids cloſe, 

And dubious flumbers ſteal upon my brow, 

With ſtarting dreams you break the ſhort repoſe. 

XII. Oſt 


© Ws 

Oft have my friends preſcrib'd thi oblivious bowl _ 

To chear my melancholy, penſive heart; 

Oft I've indulg'd, nor check d my eager foul 
Till ſtagg ring Reaſon ſcarce perform'd her part. 

Cy XIII. 

How vain th' attempt with wine to drown my care! 
To join the ſocial ſons of mirth how vain] 

Still nought I think of but my abſent fair, 

Nor wit, nor wine, can looſe me from her chain, 

XIV. 
Muſic could once my ravith'd ears delight, 

And ftrike exſtatic feelings thro' my breaſt, * 
Whether the ſtrain was ſolemn, loud, or light, 
Joy in my apt attention ſtood confeſs d. 

XV. 
Now O Corelli 1 are thy graces fled! 
The graces, which from Phcebus' lyre you caught! 
And Handel's fire which might provoke the dead, 
| Can ſcarce awake my dull unfeeling thought. 1 Jl 
XVI. But 
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„ 5 
But when feet Philomel with plaintive ſtrain, 
Indulges all the tender grief of love, 8. 1 + 
Oft am I ſeen in Melancholy's train, + 7 Ig | 
To ſue th” enchantreſs thro' the midnight-prove. 


; XVII. ar” 
Such muſic moſt attracts a lover's ear, 67 
| Such muſic beſt can ſooth the pangs he feels, 
[ Her warbled ſympathy deludes his care, 
5 And half his miſery from his boſom ſteals. 
a | _— 1 
| ; But ſtill, my Friend! tho' only half remain, 
| The lover's burthen is too hard to bear ; 
1 Then guard thy heart, and ſtill reje& the chain, 
And ſhun the ſoft deluſions of the Fair. 
ELEGY 


. So 17 ) 


ELEGY THE FOUR T H. 
N | 15 | 
EAR Roſa [ hear th y lover's conſtant pray r, 


Hear and repeat it with pathetic tear; 

My wiſh thy ſuppliant innocence may gain. 
1 + 

'T was not that pow'r or grandeur might be mine: 

Twas not to ſit exalted on a throne: | 


*T was not that 1 among the rich might ſhine, 


And call unnumber'd acres all my own. 
Kane „ 
But twas with you to ſhare the joys of life, 


And ſince tis mortal, ſhare its ſorrows too, 

Till late old age to call thee, Roſa]l Wife, 

And on thy boſom bid the world adieu. . 
| TR | IV. Such 


Breath'd to the ſkies ten nen times in vain, 


* 1 


Such was the pray'r. And little would avail 
All thine exhauſtleſs treaſures, O Peru! 
And Crœſus wealth to make me bleſt muſt fail; 
The world itſelf.—if heav'n denies me you. 
V. 
To chearful poverty Id pleas'd reſign, 
And lead contented an inglorious life : 
Adieu ye great | be Roſa only mine, 
Be your's the palace and ennobled ſtrife. 
0 
To live with thee a ſimple cottage ſwain, 
Unknown, unſeen, in ſome drear deſert iſle; 
To live with thee in Hymen's golden chain, 
Would make ev'n rocks, and deſolation ſmile. 
Y VII. 
What joy to clear th' uncultivated ſpot 
Of every noxious weed, and baneful flow'r, 
That no fell poiſon might become thy lot, 
And I be doom'd to taſte of bliſs no more ! 


VIII. If - 


9 
N 
If haply there the raging wolf ſhould prowl, 


Or ſavage lion roar aloud for prey: 
Soon ſhould the lordly wand'rers ceaſe to howt ; 


To fave my Fair, Fd be more fierce than they. n 
K. 4 


When night's brown horrors brooded or our cell, 
What joy to ſink ſecure and ſafe to reſt | 
- Whilſt thunders groan'd, and mountain- torrents fell, 
Wbat joy to claſp thee trembling to my breaſt | 
| X. 
How curſt that wretch by heav ns ſevereſt ire, 
Who could not reſt content in ſi uch a ſtate, 
Whoſe foul diſturb d by mad ambition's fire, 
Could meanly wiſh for au ght the world calls great! 


* 
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E LE GY III FIFTH. 


A 


I. 
I Did not aſk. great Homer's epic fire, 
To aggrandize the bloody deeds of war, 
» To ſing what thoughts the hero's breaſt inſpire, 
When o'er the plain he drives his thund'ring car. 
11. 
To paint triumphant virtue in diſtreſs, 
1 And melt each boſom with the tragic ſtrain, 
=. To lift with joy, and now with fear depreſs, 


mo Was ne'er my ſuit at great Apollo's fane. BY 
a | go | 
Such themes as theſe to loftier bards belong, 
The ſons of Fancy on Parnaſſus bred; 
They well might ſuit immortal Maſon's ſong, 
Whoſe flights ſublime my feeble pinions dread. 


IV. My 


_— 
My humbler pray'r was but to wake the lute, 
Whilſt grief-dejected Elegy complains, 
Or breathe love's ſighs upon the dying flute, 
At once t expreſs, and harmonize my pains. 
el 

But nought avail theſe ſtrains of warbled woe, 
Tho' Roſa liſtens nor condemns my ſongs; 
For ſtill thoſe hearts no kind affections know, 
Whoſe kindred nature ought to feel her wrongs. 

„ 
It is not verſe, but gold that they admire, 
Tho Orpheus ſung, to them he'd ſing in vain: 
How much the ſound of gold excells the lyre 
To thoſe whoſe ſouls are only bent on gain. 

VII. 

Sooner ſhall Camus to his ſource return, 
Or Granta's ſons forſake his aweful groves, 


Sooner fierce Sirius ſhall forget to burn, 


Than Avarice liſten to a Poet's loves. 


VII 


. | 

2 ke VIII. 8 
Then 1 ſond Elegy thy mournful rain, 7 
And ſigh for me in tender verle no more: 
For Hammond's {elf you wept, and raw d. in vain; 
How fruitleſs then for me to court thy powr | 
: IX. * 
How wiſe great Jove | when he purſu d ts . Fair, 11 
To tempt Acrifius with a ſhower of gold | | 


This is the guardian's, and the father's ſhare 3 
F or wealth, not verſe, * maids are ſold. 


* Danae. 
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ELEGY Tus SIXTH. 
An why did N atire, 1 ſeverely kind! 
Form my ſoft heart of ſuch ſuſceptive clay, 
Awake to each ſweet impulſe yet conſign d 
To bear, O doubly piercing pain | thy ſway ? 
i 
Better ſhe 'd breath'd the rough obdurate Gal, 
That animates the tyger's lavage breaſt, 
Strange to each gentler paſſion's ſoft controul, 
Where untam'd fierceneſs ftands alone confeſs d. 
„ 
So haply Peace might now diffuſe her balm, 
And midnight ſooth each reſtleſs ſenſe with ſleep, 
My ſoul might feel its long- forgotten calm , 
And I no lover think it ſtrange to weep. 
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IV. Why 
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Why not reject it with ſevere diſdain 2 


Made it leſs fair, or fair alone to „.. 
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Why did fair Roſa ſmile i upon my! Tale = N 


Pride then had kill d my paſſion s te: ets rost, 


vo 
— 


And quick reſimerent would-have bur her chain. 


| SORE V. 8 
Had Nature, leſs indulgent to that i A 


Could thoſe fiveet ſmiles my boſom only warm ; 
In ſlav ry bleſt Ld wiſh not to be free! 1 

„„ e 
But let me ceaſe thus fondly to _— 15 1 'grlt 45995" 
Nor rave at hard relentleſs Fate's decree; 22 3 
That form, thoſe ſmiles, muſt bleſs ſome —_ fivair ED 
For Roſa's loſt, for ever loſt to mel. bee io 
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